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THE  STUDENT'S  RESPONSIBILITY 

Every  student  has  a  responsibility  to  his  school.  Thia 
comes  under  the  heading  of  "School  Spirit." 

If  none  of  the  students  were  interested  in  sports,  there 
just  wouldn't  be  any.     The  teacher,  principal  and  school  com- 
mittee cannot  make  the  basketball  team  or  THE  PARTRIDGE  a 
success;  these  are  the  pupils'  rosponsiix  Itiis .  School  spirit 
not  only  refers  to  sports  but  also  to  the  many  other  activities 
in  the  school. 

The  co-operation  of  each  student  is  necessary  to  obtain 
the  foundation  of  success  in  any  activity  of  which  you  are  a 
member.     Whatever  our  duty  is,   carry  it  out  to  the  best  of 
your  ability-don • t  keep  putting  it  off  or  it  will  never  be 
accomplished.     Above  all,  keep  up  the  aims  and  purposes  of 
any  activity  to  which  you  belong. 

It  is  up  to  the  student  to  decide  for  himself  v/hat  kind 
of  a  school  he  wants  and  then  it  is  his  responsibility  to 
bring  this  kind  of  school  about. 

Let's  have  a  year  v/hich  will  be  outstanding, -a  year  worth 
remembering  in  the  future! 


Signed, 

The  Editors-in-chief 


STUDENT  EDITORIALS 


DEMOCRACY 

Just  when  or  how  democracy  had  its  beginnings  can  not  be 
designated  by  a  date.     A  thing  as  great  as  democracy  could  only 
come  forth  gradually  from  the  minds  of  those  who  wish  to  express 
themselves  without  oppression.     Tyranny  must  keep  its  victims  in 
a  constant  state  of  emergency  and  unrest  or  it  will  lose  its  hold 
and  become  ineffectual. 

Democratic  governing  springs  1'rom  a  knowledge  of  the  mental 
attitudes  of  the  populace,   esteem  of  man's  wants,  rights, 
intelligence  and  will,   incorporated  in  liberal  organization, 
subject  to  change  with  the  time  and  the  needs  of  those  who  are 
governed.     The  changes  are  made  by  those  who  are  being  governed, 
indirectly,   that  is,  by  the  chosen  representatives  and  by  a 
quorum  vote. 

Democracy  can  not  be  called  freedom  in  the  full  sense  of  the 
word;   for  complete  freedom  would  result  in  a   state  of  survival 
of  the  fittest  and  we  would  once  more  return  to  totalitarianism. 

Democracy  restricts  the  freedom  of  an  individual  or  organiz- 
ation so  that  none  may  suffer  under  the  domination  of  the  over 
powerful . 

Frances  Walker  '46 


WHO'S  KIDDING  WHO? 


Whom  do  we  think  we're  kidding?  Our  teachers?  I  hope  not. 
We  may  think  we  are  getting  away  with  murder,  but  the  time  we 
waste  in  classes  is  going  to  be    valuable  sometime. 

When  v/e  stop  to  think  about  it,  haven't  we  at  sometime  been 
a  little  discourteous  to  our  teachers?  Sure  they  may  clamp  down 
a  little  now  and  then,  but  it's  for  our  own  good.  They  are  just  as 
full  of  fun  as  we  are,  but  they  only  have  so  much  patience. 

When  these  same  teachers  soar  to  new  heights,  we  don't  want 
them  to  look  back  and  say,   "  Duxbury  High  School  had  the  most 
discourteous  classes  I  ever  taught." 

V/e  want  them  to  say  "That  was  a  grand  school." 

Are  we  kids  of  real  high  school  age,  who  know  how  to  act 
like  ladies  and  gentlemen  or  are  we  of  kindergarten  age,  never 
serious,  always  playing,  because  our  minds  haven't  been  trained? 

Remember,   sometime-  we  may  not  think  so  now—  we  are  going  to 
use  every  bit  of  what  we  are  learning;   That's  what  we  go  to  school 
for.  Let's  think  about  it.  Let's  show  we  know  how  to  act;  place- 
wh  ere  a  nd  time- wh e  n . 

ANONYMOUS 


September  21,  1945 


Dear  Students, 

I'll  bet  a  nickel  almost  any  senior  will  tell  you  that 
he  regrets  not  having  been  more  active  on  THE  PARTRIDGE.  If 
you  listen  to  him  and  try  now  to  contribute  some  little  thing, 
not  every  month-but  often,  you  will      nd  you  will  enjoy  read- 
ing your  magazine  more. 

Ask  your  teachers  to  pass  along  any  papers  which  will 
interest  other  students.     Classes  in  History,  English,  and 
Modern  Problems  are  closely  related,  you  know,   so  you  may 
be  helping  others  find  useful  inf enaction. 

Along  with  the  usual  literary  material,  why  wouldn't  it 
be  fun  to  have  a  !'verse~a-class,!  page  with  each  room  contri- 
buting one  poem  a  month? 

Something  else  we'd  like  to  have  is  a  column  of  questions 
and  answers  on  etiquette.    You  ask  the  questions  and  we'll 
answer  them.     Perhaps  we'll  toss  in  some  hints  on  beauty  and 
fashions  too. 

For  Heaven's  sake,   stop  grumbling  to  yourselves  I  We'll 
even  put  in  a  column  for  complaints  and  student  suggestions, 
so  that  we  can  get  your  ideas  on  any  needed  improvements 
around  the  school. 

You  hear  a  lot  of'  laughter  around  the  building  this  year. 
Don't  you  think  it  would  be  nice  If  the  home  room  reporters 
let  us  in  on  the  fun?     Maybe  you  would  like  to  hear  what  goes 
on  in  the  clubs  and  council  and  out  in  the  Cottage  too;  also 
about  the  outside  adventures  of  various  groups,-  senior  gals, 
for  instance. 

How  would  you  like  a  list  of  good  book    for  rainy  days 
and  a  list  of  current  events  articles  that  might  come  in  handy 
in  any  class?    We  could  be  of  service  in  t  ese  ways  if  you 
would  support  us  In  this  drive  for  more  fun,  information  and 
student  interest  in  THE  P..  (TRIDGE. 

Come  on  and  let's  hear  what  you  have  to  say  about  these 
ideas  and  about  any  you  have.     Draw  up  a  petition,  yell  at  the 
editor,  any  old  way  so  that  we  know  what  you  want  from  YOUR 
school  paper. 


One  of  your  seniors. 

P.S.     We  want  more  humor  and  ART,  too. 


Senility 


The  old,  oddly  furnished  living  room  was  silent  except 
for  the  rather  loud  ticking  of  an  antiquated  time  piece  and 
the  heavy,  irregular  breathing  of  a  man  lost  in  the  infinite 
depths  of  slumber.   Occasionally  the  dull,  thundering  pistons 
of  an  automobile  shattered  the  drowsy  atmosphere  as  it  swiftly 
passed  the  windows  which  opened  on  the  narrow,  rural  road. 

The  humidncss  of  the  sultry,  late  summer  day  was  slowly 
diminishing.  The  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  filtered  in 
through  an  open  window. 

Across  the  room,  directly  opposite  this  window  sat  the 
sleeping  man.  Lines  of  age  pervaded  every  aspect  of  his 
physical  appearance.  The  fact  that  he  wrs  sleeping  was 
verified  by  the  closed  eyelids  behind  gold-rimmed  spectacles 
and  the  heavy,   seemingly  uncomfortable  position  in  which  he 
sat . 

An  off  shore  breeze  stirred  the  warm,  moist  atmosphere 
as  it  swept  past  two  dingy  lace  curtains  and  into  the  room. 

Joe  Marsh  groaned  heavily  as  though  he  were  awakening 
from  a  troubled  sleep.  A  few  seconds  elapsed  until  he  was 
fully  awake.  Then,  with  evident  difficulty  he  reached  for  a 
pipe  and  some  tobacco  which  were  on  a  littered  table  ad- 
jacent to  his  large  chair. 

A  small  fox  terrier,  which  lay  outstretched  at  his  feet, 
twitched  slightly  as  a  fly  alighted  on  his  white  fur. 

The  old  man  was  lame  as  may  be  expected  considering  his 
ninety-odd  years.  Two  crutches  leaned  precariously  against  * 
the  back  of  his  arm  chair.  He  shifted  his  position  slowly, 
onerously;  then,   taking  one  of  the  crutches,  he  gently 
nudged  the  dog,  speaking  to  him  m  a  soft  but  tremulous  tone. 
Taking  the  other  crutch,  he  rose  with  much  effort,  then  slowly 
crossed  to  the  mantlepiece  over  a  small  fireplace.  After  a 
moment  he  retraced  his  teps  and  sank  heavily  into  the  chair 
with  a  sigh  of  fatigue. 

As  the  old  man  sat  down,   the  small  white  animal  arose, 
eyeing  his  master  and  yawning  indifferently.  Then  his  attitude 
suddenly  changed.  Eyes  glistened  attentively  and  he  stepped 
forward  as  a  small  piece  of  candy  was  shakily  extended.  Munch- 
ing a  piece  himself,  the  old  man  watched  with  almost  childish 
fascination  a     the  dog  hurriedly  devoured  the  morsel  and 
whined  expectantly  for  more.  A  few  seconds  passed  in  silence. 
Disappointed,  the  dog  lay  down  again  behind  the  chair. 

The  old  man  puffed  upon  his  pipe  once  more.  Slowly,  invol- 
untarily, a  vacant  impassiveness  came  into  his  dull  blue  eyes. 


Senility  ( cont . ) 


His  attention  was  called  suddGniy  to  a  fly  buzzlng  around 
his  hand  which  rested  on  the  dark-stained  arm  of  the  chair. 
He  swung  at  it  laboriously  with  an  old  newspaper.  Deriving  no 
satisfaction  from  this  attempt  he  slowly  unfolded  MThe  Gazette" 
and  squinted  at  the  fine  print.  Disinterest  shrouded  his  face 
and  he  recoiled  the  small  paper,  waiting  for  another  fly  to 
alight  in  his  vicinity.  His  every  motion  was  laboriously  excrised. 
His  lameness  was  only  a  supplement  to  the  misery. and  inconven- 
ience which  accompanied  his  age.  His  existence  was  nothing  but 
a  gradual  deterioration.  The  hours  were  only  hours;  the  days 
merely  sunrises  and  sunsets. 

v  Joe* Marsh  was  dying  and  he  khew  it.  Ho  was  inst infctlvely 
•fro id.  J 

But  death  was  not  unfamilar  to  him.  She  had  attempted  to 
visit  him  m  previous  years,  shrouded  in  her  attire  of  grey. 
More  than  once  he  had  warded  her  off  with  a  desire  to  live 
which  surpassed  even  her  unearthly  power.  But  now  he  was 
too  old  and  weak  to  delay  much  further  her  inevitable  victory, 
too  tired  and  sick  to  resist  the  clutching  hands  of  time 
and  eternity.  At  times  he  almost  welcomed  htr  as  an  only 
means  of  diversion  from  the  torment  of  his  aged,  aching  body. 
And  at  times  he  summed  to  sense  her  presence.  Not  in  the 
extreme,   shocking  sense  a  person  feels  when  faced  suddenly 
with  reality,  but  m  a  subtle  recognition  known  only  to 
those  who  must  linger,  positive  of  their  fate,  only  too 
aware  of  the  imminence  of  death. 


II 


,         The  clook  struck  the  hour,   solemnly  and  slowly. 

A  boy  rode  by  on  a  bicycle  whistling  a  popular  tune. 

Called  to  attention  by  the  disturbance,  the  dog  jumped 
to  the  open  window,  barking  as  he  had  a  hsabit  of  doing 
when  a  strange  noise  was  heard. 

With  what  strength  he  could  summon,  thu  old  man  called 
to  him  but  succeeded  only  in  increasing  the  tempo  of  his 
barking.  Cursing  inarticulately,  he  rummaged  through  a  maze 
of  articles  on  his  side  table  while  the  dog  continued  his 
incessant  barking.  Finally,  coming  up  with  another  piece 
of  candy,  he  lured  the  dog  away  from  the  window. 

The  old  man  breathed  hard.  Suddenly  and  fearfully  he 
flinched  as  pains  stabbed  through  his  left  side  with  al- 
most unbearable  intensity.  The  crimson  drained  from  his 
face;  the  pains  diminished,  but  in  their  stead  slowly  arose 
a  strange  overwhelming  emotion,  the  like  of  which  he  had 
never  before  sensed.  It  spread  throughout  his  mind  with 
such  clarity  and  predominated  his  every  sense 


Senility  (concluded) 


with  such  a  degree  of  exotic  force  as  to  make  it  difficult  for 
him  to  want  to,  or  to  be  capable  of  perceiving  the  reality  of 
his  condition.     Exhausted  and  disillusioned  he  sank  back  into 
the  pillowed  softness  of  his  chairb 

The  ticking  of  the  clock  seemed  to  grow  slightly  louder 
as  its  rhythmic  clicking  vibrated  hollowly  through  the  dead 
atmosphere, 

A  dry  leaf  swept  past  the  window  screen  with  a  low  rustle, 
as  a  sudden  breeze  bore  it  aloft. 

The  low,  irregular  cloud  banks  far  on  the  western  horizon 
lost    their  iridescence  to  a  deep  purple  hue  as  the  hours 
lengthened. 

And  as  the  veil  of  deep  blue  enveloped  all  within  it,  so 
did  the  old  man's  thoughts  and  emotions  melt  together;   so  did 
they  recede  through  the  channels  of  his  consciousness  and  fade 
into  the  depths  of  a  void  for  which  there  is  no  name. 


Winston  Bolton  »48 


> 


Duxbury,  My  Town 


My  town  holds  an  important  position  in  my  affections. 
I  am  probably  prejudiced  because  I  have  never  taken  up 
residence  in  any  other  town,  but  Duxbury  is  all  right  with  me. 

Duxbury,   itself,   is  a  beautiful  town  but  to  me  one  part 
is  especially  so        Sunny brook  Farm.  You  may  call  me  con- 
ceited or  ignorant  but  in  my  eyes,  my  home  is  the  ideal  place 
for  a  heaven  on  earth. 

What  can  be  more  relaxing  than  to  take  a  book  and  wander 
over  the  fields  and  up  to  the  edge  of  the  woods,  there  to  lie 
down  under  a  swaying  birch  and  read?  Nothing,  except  perhaps 
on  a  scorching  day  m  midsummer  to  wade  in  the  bubbling  brook 
and  listen  to  the  soft,  rippling  sounds  the  weter  makes  as  it 
flows  gently  over  the  little  dam. 

Many  years  ago  that  dam  was  built  to  make  a  pool  for 
splashing  children.  Nov;  it  is  only  a  wall  of  sod  and  stone 
to  the  casual  observer,  but  to  the  men  and  women  who  were 
once  those  splashing  children,   it  brings  back  memories,  — 
happy  memories  of  many  long  hours  spent  building  that  dam 
and  enjoying  the  fruits  of  their  labor. 

In  the  winter,   this  same  brook  sometimes  freezes  over 
heavily  enough  for  skating.  It  gives  one  a  glorious  sensation 
to  glide  over  the  glassy  surface,  ducking  the  low  limbs  of 
the  trees  and  watching  the  leaves  float  by  underneath  the  ice. 

But  what  was  that  crashing  over  m  the  woods?  It  bears 
investigating.  Why,   it's  my  neighbor,  Mr.   Baker.  He  is  not 
really  my  neighbor,  for  I  don't  believe  a  half  o  mile  between 
contributes  to  the  making  of  good  'neighbors.   It  is  only  on 
very  rare  occasions  that  our  two  families  meet,  and  then  you 
might  pass  within  a  few  feet  of  my  curious  friend  and  he 
would  n^ver  even  see  you.  This  is  not  an  intentional  slight; 
it  is  onlv  due  to  one  particular  habit.  Mr.  Baker  talks  to 
himself.  And  when  he  gets  borod  with  himself,  he  talks  to  the 
flowers.  His  is  a  gorgeous  flower  garden  and  I  imagine  Mr. 
Baker  feels  that  those  flowers  are  good  enough  to  hold  a  con- 
versation with  him. 

Mr.   Bake-'  h&s  another  occupation  beside  that  of  flower 
growing;  he  raises  honey  bees,   I  have  never  heard  him  con-" 
versing  with  any  of  them,  but  I  suppose  he  does.  There  is  no 
denying  he  is  a  patient  man  and  a  lover  of  bees  and  flowers. 
A  man  of  about  seventy,  cs  he  is,  may  bo  congratulated  on  his 
enduring  enthusiam  over  the  growth  and  improvement  of  two  such 
things  m  life  as  bees  and  flowers. 

I  have  just  taken  you  for  a  stroll  to  the  south  of  the  . 
house;  now  let  us  wander  the  other  way  a  bit.    /       "'  n 


Duxbury,  My  Town  (cont.) 


edge 


First  we  go  up  a  sloping  hill,  down  a  casual  slope  and  then 
a  short  but  steep  incline.     We  are  now  bordering  on  the 
of  the  woods.     To  the  right,  a  footpath  leads  to 
road.    That  path  used  to  get  an  abundance  of  use 

morning.  o.s  i 


the  traveled 
not  long  ago 

when,  almost'  every  morning,   o.s  we  climbed  to  the  top  of  the 
last  hill,  the  bus  could  be  heard  at  the  second  stop.  Feet 
would  fairly  fly  over  the  pine  needles  in  a  usually  successful 
endeavor  to  reach  the  fourth  stop  before,   or  simultaneously 
with,  the  bus.     Sometimes  on  the  way  home  from  school,  wander- 
ing blood  would  creep  into  our  veins  and  off  we  would  go  down 
another  barely  visible  path,   curious  to  know  where  it  led. 
These  other  paths  were  made  by  the  generation  before  us,  prob- 
ably in  much  the  same  way  as  ours  had  been  fashioned,  by  con- 
stant use. 


There  is  much  more  to  tell  of  Sunny  Brook  and  its  sur- 
roundings, but  I  could  never  do  full  justice  to  the  place  in 
Duxbury  1  love  most, --my  home. 


Only  with  the  actual  experience  of  living  in  such  a  place 
can  one  really  appreciate 
valley,  hills,  and 


what  a  wonderful  combination 
woods  can  make  I 


A  Senior 


Vigne  ttc 


There  is  something  about  good  news  that  brings 


of  security  and  makes  the  woild  seem  cmpact.  So 
to  me  on  victory  night  when  I  left  the  dishes  and 
to  church. 


sense 
it  seemed 
v/andered 


The  atmosphere  of  the  church  was  so  serene,   the  air  laden 
wtth  some  intangible  quality , -peace  perhaps.     As  the  myriad 
candles  twinkled  ana  oast  their  light  on  the  lc.ee  of  the  altar 
cloth,   it  sec 
of  those  who 


;d 


as 
A  on 


thoug> 


to 


they  represented  the  burning  faith 
God  and  the  islands  of  infinity. 


Frances  Walker  '46 


ah  ir?R_;s '  IOTT 


"How  many  would  like  to  see   'The  Tempest'  which  is  play- 
ing at  the  Boston  Opera  House?"  the  English  teacher  inquired 
one  day  during  English  class. 

What  an  opportunity!   I've  always  wanted  to  see  a  Shake- 
spearean Play,  I  thou  ht!  My  mind  quickly  answered  the 

question  put  by  the  teacher,  as  you  see,  but  as   time  passed, 
arid  as  I  handed  in  my  ticket  money,   the  small  but  to  me 

large  sum  of  §2.20,  I  thought,  maybe  my  mind  was  little 

hasty.   I  don't  belong  in  Boston  Opera  House  listening  to 
"The  Tempest"]   I  never  could  understand  it,  let  alone  report 

on  it  afterward.  But,   the  tickets  were  already  ordered  so 

I  tried  to  put  this  thought  from  my  weary  mind. 

Very  dubiously,   I  crawled  into  my  clothes  and  in  a 
regretful  mood,  I  poked  at  my  early  supp3r  that  Friday  after- 
noon. Should  I  wear  a  hat?  Shouldn't  I?  Gloves,  yes  or  no? 
All  these  questions  added  to  my  misery.  My  gloom,  however, 
was  lightened  a  little  by  the  thought  of  my  parents  paying 
for  my  tickets  and  giving  me  spending  money  as  well.   I  hobbled 
off  on  my  high  heels   toward  the  high  school  and  took  my  place 
in  one  of  the  cars  waiting  there. 

After  a  very  uneventful  ride  to  Boston,  we  finally  were 
settled  in  reasonably  good  seats  waiting  for  the  moment  to 
arrive . 

I  had  had  visions  of  lar^e  rats  running  across  my  feet 
as  I  watched  the  play,  but  the  Opera  House  proved  not  to  be 
in  such  horrible  condition  as  I  had  been  led  to  believe. 
From  my  observation  it  appeared  that  the  play  was  attended 
by  an  ordinary  class  of  people;   an  observation  which 
reassured  me  to  some  extent. 

As  the  lights  dimmed,  I  grew  a  little  excited  about 
seeing  this  play  and  made  up  my  mind  that  I  would  really 
enjoy  it  after  all. 

The  dialogue  in  the  prologue  was  rather  hard  to  under- 
stand; however,   I  expected  it  to  be.   The  howling  wind  and 
the  capes  blowing  vigorously  away  from  the  men  in  the  dark 
gale  put  me  on  the  edge  of  my  seat. 


SUMMER  GUEST 


During  my  summer  vacation,   I  enjoyed  myself  working  at 
Snug  Harbor  as  a  waitress.  While  there  I  had.  many  an  experience 
with  my  customers.  Yes,  we  had  cranky,  pleasant,  snobbish, 
old  and  young.  After  a  few  weeks  I  was  able  to  observe  the 
character  of  my  customers  before  they  had  been  there  any 
length  of  time. 

One  li. tie  old  lady  fascinated  me  and  yet  made  me  feel 
ill  at  esse.  Everyday,  rain  or  shine,  without  fail,  she 
would  come  prancing  down  the  aisle  with  a  cane  in  one  hand 
a  magazine  in  the  other.   ''Miss  Independent'1  would  decide  on 
the  most  remote  table  in  the  dining  room  and  immediately 
would  tap  a  glass  and  demand  service.. 

'%*       I  soon  discovered  that  even  though  the  little  old  lady 
was  spry  and  quick,   she  was  also  stone  deaf.  Not  only  that, 
but  she  had  a  trembling  voice  which  made  her  whole  body 
shake.  These  infirmities  however,  did  not  limit  her  enjoy- 
ment of  life.-  When  her  food  was  served  she  became  pleased 
and  presented  me  with  a  broad  smile  but  she  nibbled  at  her 
food  so  long  that  an  ordinary  person  could  have  finished 
three  meals. 

Promptly  after  she  had  finished  her  mam  course,  the 
tapping  of  a  glass  could  be  heard  again  throughout  the 
dining  room.-  This  indicated  she  was  ready  for  her  last 
course,-  After  she  has  finished  her  dessert,   I  would  promptly 
present  her  with  a  bill  amounting  to  eighty-five  cents. 
"Miss  Independent"  would  hand  me  a  dollar  bill  and  I,  in 
turn,  would  give  her  back  fifteen  cents.  After  her  grand 
meal  was  completed  she  would  decide  to  be  on  her  merry 
way  but  not  until  she  had.  left  me  the  usual  sum  of  ten 
cents;  no  more,  no  less,  always  the  same  amount.  With 
her  head  m  the  air  and  her  cane  and  magazine  under  her 
arm,  she  would  once  again  march  up  the  aisle  only  to 
return  at  the  same  time  the  nuxt  day. 

Jean  Barclay  '46 


On  their  own  merits  modest  men  ar-o  dumb. 

George  Coleman 


Quandary 


They  brought  him  home ,   the  wee  small  chc;p. 

Everyone  wanted  him  on  his  lap. 

And  after  turns  at  this  business 

They  started  to  talk  of  the  tag  to  be  his. 

Suggestions  were  many; 
But  decisions  were  none. 
They  fought  o'er  the  task 
That  had  to  be  done. 

After  all  the  suggestions, 
Som^  later,   some  sooner, 
They  decided-  his  name 
Was  .just  to  oe  Junior! 


Virgin! c  Glass  '46 


A  Senior  heditatcs 


I'm  sure  that  they're  right, 

V.hen  I  hear  them  say, 
That  high  school  days  arc- 

in  a  way, 
One's  first  real  fling  at 

youth's  big  flame - 
One ' 3  golden  chance  to 

play  life'  game. 


Betty  Schaffer  '46 


Pre -historic  Reptiles 


Millions  and  millions  of  years  ago,  in  Europe,  Asia, 
and  the  northern  part  of  America,   there  were  many  reptiles 
and  mammals  living  on  the  earth.  They  were  called  dinosaurs. 
There  were  many  of  them  such  as,  flesh  and  plant  eating  dino- 
saurs. Many  of  the  flesh  eating  dinosaurs  wouldn't  go  into 
the  water,  but  the  plant  eaters  would. 

These  dinosaurs  had  very  queer  names.  Some  of  them  were 
diplodocus,  brontosarrus ,  tyrannosanrus ,  alios,  uru<  and 
steagasaurus • 

The  brontosaurus  w^.s  a  plant  eating  dinosaur,  and  the 
steagosaurus  w;.s  a  flesh  eating  dinosaur.  When  the  two  met, 
the  brontosaurus  would  go  into  a  pond  or  a  river  for  pro- 
tection;  otherwise  the  steagosaurus  would  have  killed  him. 

These  reptiles  were  very  huge  and  weighed  many  tons. 
Several  of  them  had  long  necks. 

A  few  years  after  the  dinosaurs  lived,  mammals  came 
to  the  earth.  Some  of  them  were:   saber-  tooth  tiger,  mammoth., 
cave  bear,  and  cave  lion.  They  were  related  to  the  dinosaurs 
and  the  elephant  is  a  relative  of  the  dinosaur.  The  dinosaurs 
have  entirely  disappeared  from  the  earth.  I'm  glad  they  don't 
live  nowl 

Jane  Ripley  Grade 

Foreign  Children 

In  the  north  where  sold  winds  blow, 

Lives  the  furry  Eskimo. 
And  the  hut  he  call 3  his  home 

Is  shaped  just  like  a  little  dome, 
It's  not  made  of  mud  and  sticks; 

But  built  of  snow  cut  into  bricks, 
/aid  it  is  so  very  small 
That  the  Eskimo  must  crawl 
To  get  into  his  snowy  hall. 

In  China  things  are  upside  down, 

At  least  it  seems  that  way 
For  children  wear  pajama-suits, 

Right  on  the  street  at  play, 
And  brides  put  on  a  wedding  cress 

Of  black  instead  of  white, 
.aid  when  Americans  have  day 

The  Chinamen  have  night . 

Gail  Wilson  Grade  7 


Want  to  Read? 


Baar slag 

Coast  Guard  to  the  Rescue 

Baarslag 

SOS  to  the  Rescue 

Be  eke 

Explori  g  in  the  Beeke 
Half  .  ile  Dov;n 

Beeke 

Bennett 

Sold  to  bhs  Ladies 

Chapman 

Happy  ,  ountain 

Coat  sworth 

Here  £'  Stay 

Coll  ins 

How  to  hide  a  Hobby 

Parr son 

Red  Heifer 

Davis 

o  Other  White  Man 

d ' Har none our t 

exicana 

Ferris 

Love  C  ome  s  Rid  in--: 

Flandrau 

Diary  of  a  Freshman 

Franch 

Working  My  Way  Around 

Gray 

Young  Walter  Scott 

Gulbrannsen 

beyond  Si  g  ;.-,he  Woods 

Irwin 

alone  Across  the  Top  of  the 
World 

Kant  on 

arouse  and  Beware 

Lewis 

China  Quest 

Lev.  is 

Young  Fu  of  the  Upper  Yangtze 

Lisit zky 

ThoJBa s  Je f  f  er s  on 

i.c  spade  en 

B'amous  Bogs  in  Fiction 

Lori  is 

Digging  in  the  Southwest 

RInehart 

Yy  Story 

Robinson 

Br i ; ht  I s 1 and 

Sanderson 

Animal  Treasure 

Sperry 

Vv  ag  or.  s  V  e  a  t war d 

Van  Doren 

Junior  Anthology  of  Poetry 

SBBIOR 


The  first  moo  ting  of  the  Class  of  '46  for  the  current 
year  was  held  on  September  eleventh  for  the  purpose  of  elect- 
ing class  officers.  Those  elected  were: 

President:     Irene  Damon 
Vice  Pres:     Philip  Delano 
Secretary:     Marcia  Eckersley 
Treasurer:     Jean  Barclay 

There  are  many  things   to  be  accomplished  this  year  and 
with  such  an  efficient  and  capable  group  of  officers   the  class 
should  be  able  to  fulfill  its  obligations  to  the  school  and 
to  greet  graduation  with  in  eye  to  the  future. 

The  Senior  Class  is  planning  a  dance  to  be  held  some- 
time next  March.  Students  are  asked  to  keep  this  in  mind,  • 
watch  for  furthur  details,   and  contribute  any  suggestions  they 
think  might  benefit  the  class. 

On  Friday  September  twenty-first',  some  members  of  the  Senior 
English  Class,  accompanied  by  B.rs.  Basse tt,   attended  a  present- 
ation of  the  Shakespearean  play,   "The  Tempest,"  at  the  ^oston 
Opera  House.   The  students  spent  a  very  enjoyable  even  ng  and 
came  to  class  Monday  morning  prepared  to  write  a  theme  on  their 
reactions  to  the  play.  Several  of  these  themes  appear  elsewhere 
in  i">  he  Partridge.   Those  attending  the  play  were:  llancy  Baker, 
Jean  Barclay,  Farcia  Bckorsley,  Ann  Peterson,  Josephine 
Peterson,  Lillian  Randall,  Betty  S chaffer,   Theresa  °heehan, 
Frances  Walker,  Donald  Washburn  and  Brs.  Basse tt. 

Class  of  1947 


Fov.r  new  pupils  have  enrclled  in  the  Junior  Class  this 
fall:   Barbara  Davis  from    .  oston,  William  Garrity  from  Farsh- 
field,  Marilyn  Coffey  from  Newton,   and  Janice  -^drr'M  ids  from 
Fexico.  Janice  recently  moved  to  vVellosley  leaving  a  total 
enrollment  of  twenty-six  in  our  Junior  class. 


Class  rings  were  received  from  the  Balfour  Company  but 
many  had  to  be  returned  as  the  long  summer  vocation  had 
somehow  caused  the  fingers  of  those  energetic  students  to 
expand. 

October  sixteenth  proved  to  the  Juniors   that  they  have 
a  brilliant  mechanic  among  them.  Stuart  Love 11  the  class 
shiek,  arrived  at  school  in  a  midget  sired  car  designed  and 
built  by  himself  which  became  the  feature  attraction  for 
the  next  few  days. 

The  Juniors  are  nlenning  an  old  fashioned  Harvest  Dance 
on> IT ov ember  thirtieth,  which  will  take  place  in  the  High 
School.  A  small  orchestra  will  provide  the  music. 


Class  of  '48 


The  tenth  grade,  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  Bassett, 
elected  the  following  as  their  class  officers  for  the  coming 
year: 

President:     Norman  '  hite 
Secretary!     Richard  Schaffer 
Treasurer:     Leroy  liahdall 

['he  members  of  the  class  are  taking  active  parts  in  all 
the  activities  of  the  school  and  we  hope  the;,  will,  in  the 
future  become  the  leaders. 

Class  rings  have  been  ordered  from  the  Balfour  Company 
and  the  first  installment  has  been  paid.     It  will  be  an  ex- 
citing day  when  the  rings  arrive  and  all  the  sophomores  show 
their  newly  acquired  jewelry. 

That  is  all  the  news  for  now,   so  I  will  close  until  the 
familiar  call-  -  -  Partridge!     Partridge  t     Partridge !  is 
heard  comin;    from  the  news  stands  around  the  school. 


Class  of  '49 

The  first  class  meeting  of  the  Freshman  Class  was  held 
on  September  6th  i or  the  purpose  of  electing  class  officers . 
Those  elected  are  c.s  follows: 

President,     Walter  Churchill 
Vice-President:    Bill  la  Flour 
Secretary :     :.ar~   Ann  Barclay 


On  October  11,  we  were  informed  that  we  must  elect  a  new 
Vice-President  ana  Ann  Brown  was  elected. 

Bill  La  Fleur  has  left  for  Florida  and  Winifred  V.ashburn 
moved  to  Pembroke •     Clairmont  Gaucher  and  Joan  Hutcheon  are 
are  new  members  of  our  class. 

In  American  Citizenship  we  have  taken  two  trips,   one  to 
PI.,  mouth  and  the  other  to  Duxbury .     In  Plymouth,  we  visited 
Plymouth  rtoek  and  a  tomb  where  104  Pilgrims  were  buried. 
Among  other  historical  places  we  saw  Brewster  Gardens  and  a 
statue  of  the  Pilgrim  Maiden.     Burial  Hill  was  next  on  the 
list.     On  this  hill  the  first,  fort  Was  built  in  1621.  At 
Pilgrim  Kali  we  saw  sue;:-  things  as  John  Alden's  -able,  the 
Sparrow  Bawk,  the  frame  of  e*n  old  vessel,  and  a  model  of  the 
Mayflower.    The  last  place  visited  was  the  Forefathers  Mon- 
ument . 


We  also  vicitcd  the  Duxbury  *ire  House  on  Thursday ,  . ' 
October  11.     I 'p.  Briggs  told  us  how  the  department  was  organ-, 
lzed,   the  hours  of  the  men  and  what  their  duties  as  firemen 
are.     Lawrence  Glass  demonstrated  how  the  extinguishers  work- 
ed.    After  hearing,  radio  calls  from  Manoment,  Kingston  and 
Plymouth,  we  left  for  school. 


Sigth  Grade  News 

The  eighth  gre.de  elected  the  following  people  for  Class 
Officers ; 

President:     Barbara  Erwin 
Vice-President:     Sally  Carlson 
Secretary:     Nancy  Glass 
T  re  a  sur  e  r ;     Be  mi  c  e  J  ohn  s  on 
Student  Council:     Roland  Washburn 

rhree  now  students  entered  the  room  this  year  making  a 
total  enrollment  of  thirty-two.     The  new  comers  are  Carol 
waite  from  Jiast  Bridge-water,  Kenneth  Garrity  from  I-j'arshf ield 
and  Nancy  Hammond  from  Boston. 


Seventh  Grade  News 

q  have  one  now  girl  and  two  new    beys  in  our  class. 
Their  names  are:     Ann  Butler,  Donald   iogers  and  .ivin  Harks. 
Two  of  our  pupils  have  moved  out  oi  Duxbury.     Mary  Lou  v. ash- 
burn  who  has  moved  to  Pembroke  and  Donald  Rogers  who  has  gone 
to  Boston  to  live  with  his  mother. 

V*c  are  very  proud  to  have  with  us  still  the  Army  Mule 
and  Nc vy  Goat  which  we  worked  very  hard  to  get.     Y/c  received 
them  for  selling  the  most  subscriptions  for  magazines  during 
the  year. 

Those  who  have  had  perfect  attendance  for  the  month  of 
September  are:     Leon  Barclay,  Thomas  Barclay,  Everett  L.or- 
ghesani,  Harold  Chase,  doger  Freeman,  Harry  Class,  diehard 
Higgins,  Alvin  Marks ,  George  Martin,  William  Ferry,  -iobert 
Olsen,  Donald  Rogers,  Gerald  Torrey,  Alpheus  Walker,  Daniel 
White,  Janet  Class,  iialalie  kosher,  Patricia  Rig,  ins,  Cynthia 
Love  11  and  Judith  Wirt. 

During  the  United  War  Fund  drive  we  made  pesters.  Nine 
were  selected  to  be  put  up  some  where  in  the  building. 


Sixth  Grade  News 
The  pupils  of  grade  six  are  trying  for  the  ^tate  reading 


List.     Mrs.  Bcncordo  loaned  the  class  most  of  the  books  that 
arc  on  the  list.     Cur  room  librarian  is  rtutb  Parks  and  her 
a s s i s t an t  is  Shi v  1  c 3  1'  or r e y  • 

This  year,  for    he  first  time,   the  sixth  grade  gxrls  are 
being,  instructed  in  sewing  by  Miss  Cornish  and  the  boys  huve 
manual  training  raught  by  I.I.  .  Basse-tt. 

The  class  has  been  studyying  about  Crypt  and  the  Hebrews 
in  history.     For  morning  exercises  they  have  been  reading  -bout 
Joseph. 


Fifth  Trade  Wews 

The  fifth  grade  is  studying  whaling.     Mrs.  wins  or,  the 
mother  of  Anita  kinoor  of  grade  five,  bi ought  in  a  spear  that 
was  used  in  whaling  many  years  ago.     She  also  brought  a  gun 
that  was  used  in  whaling. 

Mr.  Craig,  father  of  Thomas  Craig,   is  kindly  teaching 
the  fifth  and  sixth  grades  how  to  play  soccer. 


V 


h 


Fashion  Ffds 

Gather'  round  ell  you  glamour  gala,  for  this  column 
will  render  some  helpful  hints  in  the  way  of  dress,  style, 
and  good  looks.  We  will  also  give  the  other  sex,  namely 
male,   some  advice  too. 

Gray  3cems  to  he  the  dominant  color  this  season  and 
all  the  "chicks"  are  showing  their  approval  by  sporting 
gray  sweaters,  dresses,   shirts,  or  coats.   If  you  hsven't 
anything  m  that  soft  color,  you  had  better  gct»cn  the  beam. 
How  about  those  new  head-bends  that  sophisticated  lassies 
arc  wearing  or.  their  long  golden  locks?  Maybe  you  could 
manage  one,  too.  Remember  there's  always  a  first  time  for 
everything! 

The  ever  loved  loafer  is  still  a   "must"  for  all  the 
high  school  girls,   but  wc  notice  that  dog-ear  shoes  are 
fast  becoming  popular. 

Have  you  noticed  how  some  of  the  sophomores  are 
dressing?  Toke  Mr.   Shea  for  oxtmple--ho  is  really  in  the 
pink  with  his  white  socks,  highly  polished  lcrfers  and 
trouser  cuffs  rolled  up  about  three  inches. 

All  you  "dream  dishes"  had  bcti er  start  rollingl 
The  boys  are  getting  ahead  of  you  m  more  ways  than  one. 
They  seem  to  take  pride  in  their  dress  this  year-or 
haven't  you  had  time  to  notice  how  sharp  th< y  look  in 
their  sport  coats  snd  tics?  Mustn't  lot  them  get  ahead  of 
you . 

The  Edmunds  girls  brought  a  cute  fad  with, them.  Some 
of  the  Juniors  started  tc   follaw  it  but  now  it  has  faded 
awty  into  the  past.  What  was  the  matter?  Didn't  your  crown- 
ing glory  like  the  comb  stuck  in  it? 

Bangle  bracelets  and  junk  jewelry  are  still  a  hit  with 
the-  whole  school.  Even  the  boys  are  wearing  thuir  girl 
friends'   identification  tigs.    -'Smiley'"'  certainly  set  an 
example . 

Pancake  mtkeuo  seems  to  be  off  the  market  as  far  as 
the  makeup  seems  to  be  off  the  market  as  far  as  the  Senior 
girls  are  concerned.  What's   the  matter-?  Does  it  leave  a  tell 
tale  mark  on  the  boy's  shoulders? 

The  females  m^st  have  sr>ent  a  j;ood  deal  of  their  time 
in  the  sun  this  p;st  summer.   Jheir  legs  are  still  pretty 
tan;    thus  eliminating  the  use  of  "gooey"leg  makeup.  * 

"True  beauty  dwells  in  deep  retreats.." 

"Wordsworth :; 


/ 


News  of  the  Class  of  1945 


George  Damon  is  in  the*. United  States  Infantry  at  Camp  Croft, 

South  Carolina. 
Lawrence  Lovell  is  studying  at  Norwich  University  in  the 

A  .S  .T  eh  .P  . 

James  .Zobbs,  who,  we  hope  will  soon  be  Father  Mobbs,  is  study- 
in"  at  Epiphany  College,  Newburg,  New  York  bo  become 
a  pr  i  e  s  t . 

William  Mosher,  after  his  graduati  n  at  Duxbury  High  School, 
went  into  Uncle  Sam's  Navy. 

Stanley  Nightingale,  enlisted  in  the  United  States  Marine 

Corps  and  is  braining  to  be  an  Li. P.  at  Quantico,  Va. 

Dorothy  Randall,  is  at  ho  ne  at  the  present  time,  but  plans 
to  get  ..Tarried  soon  and  at  the  same  time  carry  on  a 
secretarial  career. 

John  Randall,  who  is  at  Norwich  in  Vermont,   is  taking 
Military  and  College  v.ork, 

Lewis  Randall,  Duxbury' s  left  forward  on  last  year's  basket- 
ball team  is  no-  going  to  Wentworth  College  and  very 
soon  hopes'  to  pass  the  Northeastern  University 
Examinations.     "Keep  plugging  ^Lqu1" 

Mary  Richardson,  left  us     1  February  1945  to  return  to  Charles- 
town,  New  Hampshire .    What's  New  Hampshire  got  that 
Duxbury  hasn 1 1 ? 

Norman  Shaffer,  also  left  us  in  the  school  year  of  194.  to 
enlist  in  the  United  States  Navy,    lie  was  very  ill 
and  on  the  danger  list  during  his  training.  Norman 
has  been  at  the  Newport,  Rhode  I eland  Naval  Torpedo 
Station,  since  he  finished  his  boot  training  at 
Sampson,  New  York,  "How1 re  they  treating  you  Norm?" 

Virginia  Schwab,  is  going  to  Burdett_ College  and  intends 
to  take  up  secretarial  work  after  graduating.  Keep 
up  the  good  work,  GinnyJ 

Marie  Short  is  nox?  work  in-  for  a  business  concern  in  Boston. 

William  Soule  is  with  George  Damon  at  Camp  Croft,  South 

Carolina  In  the  United  States  Army.     Having  fun  boys? 


Soft  Soap 

May  I  hold  your  palm,  Olive? 

Ivory  sorry,  but  not  on  your  life,  buoy. 


Everything  is  Jake  with  £'&ith  while  Irene  is  the  apple  Cora 
of  Jacks  eye,  and  Virginia  Hams. 


Pvt.  W.   B.   Soule  31503719 
Co.    \.   30  B. IT.   9th  Platoon 
I.T.B.  Camp  Croft  S.  C. 
October  29,  1945 


Alumni  Editors  Partridge  Staff 
Duxbury  High  School 
Duxbury,  I.Tass. 

Dear  Editors, 

In  regard  to  your  letter,   I  will  try  to  tell  you  some- 
thing of  the  scenery  and  training  I  am  netting. 

Here  in  South  Carolina  the  scenery  is  fairly  good,  but 
for  anyone  who  lives  on  the  sea  coast  in  New  England,  it  just 
doesn't  compare  favorably.     The  crops  here  are  corn,  cotton, 
and  peaches.     The  houses  are  very  poor.     At  night  when  the 
lights  are  on  inside  you  c^n  sit  outside  and  read  a.  newspaper 
without  any  trouble  at  all.     I  don't  believe  they  know  what 
shingles  or  tar  paper  are. 

In  some  parts  of  the  hills,   the  houses  are  constructed 
from  split  rails  and  the  cracks  are  filled  with  clay. 

One  man  told  me  that  they  still  hr-ve  feuds  away  b-°ck  in 
the  hills.     The  South  still  has  a  long  v;qy  to  e-o. 

Now  we  get  back  to  the  training.     The  training  they  are 
giving  us  here  is  Infantry  Basic,  which  takes  seventeen  weeks. 
This  training  consists  of    cualifying  with  the  Rifle,  Carbine, 
Browning  and  Automatic  Rifle.     Then  we  go  out  on  different 
ranges  for    different  typ^s  of  firing  with  these  weapons. 

We  have  a  certain  amount  of  scouting  sand  patrolling  dur- 
ing which  wc  learn  to  get  in  and  out  of  plnces  without  being 
seen  or  heard  and  to  sneak  up    on  the  enemy  without  being  seen 
and  get  the  necessary  information  that  is  needed. 

Map  reading  and  the  use  of  the  compass  is  another  very 
important  part  of  the  training. 

We  are  slowly  learning  the  various  combat  formations,  . 
In  every  one    of  thrse  formations,  teamwork  is  very  essential^ 
Every  man  has  his  part  to  do. 

At  present  we  are  studying  our  last  £v/o  "weapons;  the 
Browning  Light  Machine  Gun,   and  the  60  M*1I.  motor,  both  of 
these  weapons  demand  a  lot  of  teamwork  also.     In  a  motor 
squad  there  are  five  or  six  men;  every  man  has  a  part  in 
the  operation. 


We  have  eighty  hours  of  practice  on  the  mortar  before  we 
fire  the  high  explosives  projectiles  from  it. 

We  have  to  know  the  weapons vinside . out  and  know  wha.t  ■  •  - 
makes  them  tick.     When  we  have  finished  with  these  weapons  and 
the  rest  of  the  training,  we  shall  go  on  maneuvers  for  two  weeks. 

I  would  say  that  the  man  in  the  Infantry  has  more  to  lr,arn 
th©n  in  any  other  branch  of  the  ground  forces. 

fl.'s  for  my  plans  for  the  future,   I  want  to  be  a  civilian 
first;  then  I'll  make  the  plans. 

I  want  to  wish  the  Partridge  Staff  the  best  of  luck  for 
the  coming  year. 

Sincerely  yours, 
Bill  Soule 


Pvt.  George  W.  Damon  31503717 
Co.  C.  301  T.B.  2nd  plat. 
Camp  Croft,  South  Carolina 


Dear  Editors, 

As  you  all  ready  know,  I  am  at  Camp  Croft  where  I  am 
being  trained  as  an  infantry  replacement.     The  training  Isn't 
very  difficult  except  for  the  hikes  with  full  field  equipment. 

Army  life  isn't  bad  now  that  I  am  used  to  it.     When  I 

was  inducted  at  Fort  Devens,  I  didn't  know  what  I  was  doing 

or  what  I  was  supposed  to  be  doing.     I  was  all  mixed  up  for 
the  first  two  weeks, 

I  had  quite  a  trip  down;  was  on  the  train  for  thirty  six 
hours.    We  laid  over  for  eight  hours  in  Washington,  but  I 
didn't  see  anything  of  interest  and  finally  arrived  at  Camp 
Croft  about  four  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

I  haven't  seen  many  sights  because  I  haven't  been  out  of 
camp  very  much.     I  can  tell  you  that  the  ground  is  all  red 
clay  and  is  hilly.     There  is  nothing  like  it  in  Duxbury. 

Our  basic  training  lasts  seventeen  weeks.     After  our 
basic,  we  are  supposed  to  get  a  fourteen  day  furlough  as  the 
plans  stand  now.    My  furlough  should  be  around  Christmas  or 
New  Year'-3,  but  the  army  changes  things  on  a  moment's  notice 
as  I  have  found  out  more  than  once. 

Yours, 

"Bing" 

George  Damon  '45 


t 


Boys  Sports 


For  the  first  time  in  South  Shore  League  history,  six 
man  football  is  being  played.    It  has  been  started  by  Duxbury 
and  gives  smaller  schools,  which  haven't  enough  beys  to  play 
eleven  man  football,  a  chance  to  have  a  team.     Although  the 
football  schedule  is  light  this  year,   there  will  be  six  teams 
in  the  league  next  year. 

Mr,  Sewall  and  hr.  Bassett  are  doing  the  coaching  for  the 
teams  which  have  been  drilling  particularly  on  blocking  and 
tackling. 

The  first  game  of  the  year  was  played  with  Hingham's 
Junior  Varsity.     It  proved  to  be  a  very  exciting  game. 

Duxbnry  started  ofi  with  two  touchdowns  but  Hingharn  also 
followed  up  with  a  touchdown,  making  the  score  13  to  7  at  the 
end  of  the  first  quarter. 

In  the  second  quarter  Duxbury  scored  another  touchdown 
and  was  leading  19  to  7.  Hingharn,  however,  made  two  touch- 
downs which  brought  the  score  to  20  to  19  at  the  half. 

In  the  third  period  the  opponets  got  another  touchdown 
and  made  the  extra  point  to  lead  2?  tc  19.  The 3-  also  got  a 
touchdown  in  the  last  period  and  tool:  the  game-34  to  19. 

An  eager  crowd  was  present  at  Duxbury ' s  first  game;  from 
their  attitude  we  know  they  will  en  103-  the  next  one. 

On  October  24th  there  will  be  a  game  played  with  Cohasset 
at  C oha s s e t . 

On  October  31st  a  game  Will  be  played  with  Pembroke  at 
Duxbury . 

The  best  game  of  the  year,  hov/ever,  will  be  with  Kins  ton 
at  Duxbury,  i.'ovember  6th.     Kingston  is  a  school  abort  the 
size  of  D.  E.  S.   30  the  game  should  prove  an  exciting  one. 
At  this  game  we  shall  char_e  admission,  but  whatever  the  price 
is,  I  know  the  boys  of  Duxbury  High  will  give  the  student's 
their  money's  worth.     So  come  onl     Let's  have  the  biggest 
crowd  that  has  ever  walked  onto  the  field  to  cheer  the  bo:ys 
of  Duxbury  High  School  tc  victory. 

Keep  your  e^'cs  on  the  boys  in  the  lower  grades.  They 
are  practising  for  the  future  Duxbvry  football  team  and  }rou 
can  bet  it  will  be  a  gocc  one. 

Norman  White  '48 


Ixirls  Sports 

This  year  the  girls  will  participate  in  their  usual 
sports  oj.  softball  and  basketball.    The  ^ames  will  be  played 
with  the  teams  of  surrounding  towns. 

At  the  present  t: 
all .     Dorothy  Do! 
and  co-managers  of  tlie  teain. 

As  soon  as  possible  the  ^irls  will  start  basketball 
practice  which  the;  wish  to  begin  earlier  than  usual  in  order 
to  gain  more  experience  before  the  actual  games  begin.     T'rs . 
ir.opf f,   the  Physical  Education  teacher,  will  ccach  the  &irls 
in  this  soor'c . 


icberta  '..hite  '43 


Really,  is  that  a  Pact? 

There's  a  Don  Juan  in  the  Junior  room  all  the  girls  are  wild 
about-fWho  could  it  be? 

There's  a  lot  of  attraction  out  on  the  football  field,  l&umbers 
26  and  38  seem  to  have  a  lot  to  do  with  it, 

G-arrity  has  lost  all  his  curls.     Did  Lena,  Cynthia,  or  the 
barber  take  them??? 

Bettie  Hughes  has  been  buying  blue  dye,    What  for,  Pet?? 

Manpower  shortage  is  certainly  acute.    Note  all  the  girls 
getting  their  licenses.     Who ' s  picking  up  who,  nowadays? 

Bettie  Moshor  is  sporting  a  silver  bar  over  her  heart  nowa- 
days,    Looks  like  something  is  cookin'-that  right,  Bet? 

Why  is  it  we  can't  pick  up  dictionaries  anymore?    Maybe  a 
certain  Senior  girl  should  start  eating  Wheaties  again.,  Or- 
was  there  a  reason  behind  it? 

What  do  Marcia's  friends  prefer  to  marshmallow  toasting?  Sounds 
like  funj] 

Corie  can't  decide  whether  to  sing  "Bell  Bottom  Trousers"  or, 
"The  Norwich  Calvary." 

Fran  and  Mart  are  running  in  competition  for  class  male- 
haters.     Maybe  some  of  you  boys  can  help  solve  the  situation. 

Maybe  it  would  help  if  Lena  blew  out  the  candles  and  made  her 
birthday  wish  before  her  party] 

There  seems  to  be  a  certain  Romeo  from  Norwell  running  around 
with  ANOTHER  Puxbury  girl. 

Contributions  are  now  in  order  for  Jo's  hope  chest!     Is  it  a 
honey,' 

Jean  is  awfully  quiet  these  days.     We  wonder,  is  silence-- 
golden? 


Imagine** 
Nancy,  without  her  Navy  pins* 
Jean  on  no  committees. 
Irene  on  Mr.  Sewall's  kneel 
Phil  without  his  cows. 
Marcia  without  her  numerous  jokes. 
Ginnie  without  her  crossed  sabers. 
Pettie  M.  finding  no  fault. 
Lena  not  laughing. 
Ann  with  pointed  out  toes. 

Jo  coming  to  school  a  whole  week  in  a  row. 

Lillian  small,  weak,  and  homely. 

Bettie  S.   quiet  as  a  mouse. 

Georgie  without  his  arms  around  a  girl. 

Prances  using  one  syllable  words. 

Donald  playing  Post  Office. 

Miss  Collins  with  an  abundance  of  pencils. 

Mr.  Sewall  not  in  a  hurry. 

Mrs.  Bassett  with  nothing  to  do. 

Tess  keeping  quiet  in  study  hall. 

Tourist   (to  gara^eman)  I  just  visited  the  John  Alden  House. 

I  thought  it  was  very  nice,  but  why  did  he  build  so 

close  to  the  R.R.  tracks? 
Baffled  Garageman:  I  don't  know,  but  I  think  he  commuted. 


Jokes J 


Mrs,  Sheehanr     Well,   dear,  what  did  you  learn  in  Sunday  school 

today? 

Bobbie:  We  learned  all  about  a  crosseyed  bear. 
Mrs.  Sheehan:     About  \"\hat? 

Bobbie;     Yes  sir  I  named  Gladly.     We  learned  a  song  about  him; 
all  about  "^ladly,   the  cross  I'd  bear." 


Phil  Delano:     Hey,  can  any  of  you  think  of  a  sentence  with  the 

phrase  "bitter  end"  in  it? 
George  Taylor:  Will  this  do?     Our  dog  chased  our  cat,  and  he 

bitter  end. 


Pa:     Who  chopped  down  the  cherry  tree? 
Son:  Popeye. 
Pa:  What? 

Son:  Yes,  Washington's  father  asked  him  who  did  it,  and  he  said, 
Pop,   I  did  it, 

Mr,  White:  I  can't  understand  you,   son.     When  George  Washington 

was  your  age,  he  was  a  surveyor. 
"Smiley":     I  know,   Pa,  but  when  he  was  your  age  he  was  president  I 

Judge:     Have  you  ever  been  up  before  me? 

Don  Washburn:  I  don't  know.     What  time  do  you  get  «p? 

Drunk:  "Waiter-bring  me  a  dish  o'  prunes." 
Waiter:  "Stewed  sir?"  , 

Drunk:   "Thash  none  o'  your  bushiness." 

Lilt  Did  you  hear  about  the  awful  fright  George  got  on  his 

wedding  day? 
Lena:  Oh,  yes,   I  was  there,  I  saw  her. 
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WASHINGTON  STREET 

DUXBURY,  MASS. 

THE  BEST 

IN  FOOD 

B.  F.  GOODRICH 

MILLBROOK,  MASS. 

WIRT  BROTHERS 

Dealer  in 

Burning  Oils 

PLUMBING  &  HEATING 

ROOFING  CEMENTS  —  NAILS 
HAY  -  GRAIN  -  COAL,  Etc. 

Power  Oil  Burners 
For  Replacements 

Tel.  Duxbury  132 

Tel.  Duxbury  108 

WILFRED  J.  OLHSON 


PAINTER  AND  PAPERHANGER 


Island  Creek,  Mass. 

Tel.  Duxbury  253  -  J 


Duxbury  Oil  Service 

Heating  Oil  -  Gasoline 

Motor  Oil  —  Tires 
Accessories 

Most  Complete  Line  of  Petroleum  Products 
on  the  South  Shore 

C.  H.  Schaffer        Tel.  Duxbury  454  -  R 


COMPLIMENTS 


OF 


Studio 


DUXBURY,  MASS. 


